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ADVERTISEMENT. 


The  Author  of  the  following  Trifles,  thinks  it  may 
not  be  improper  to  apprize  the  Reader,  that  the  greater 
part  were  written  during  the  hours  of  Sickness — and 
consequently  of  Sorrow.  As  the  waters  of  the  moon- 
light Lake,  are  tinged  with  the  pale  hue  of  the  Planet 
that  hangs  above  them, — so  the  compositions  of  the  Poet, 

written  under  the  influence  of  the  gloomy  and  dejected 
feelings  which  sickness  cannot  fail  to  excite,  will  breathe 
the  tone  of  Melancholy,  and  be  "  cloth'd  in  the  sable 
garb  of  Woe  !'"" — The  good-natured  reception  the  little 
Poem  entitled  "Astarte,''  met  with  from  the  World,  has 
been  the  sole  cause  of  inducing  the  Author  to  trespass 
on  its  patience   a   second  time,  which  will  in  all  proba- 
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bility  be  the  last.  But,  as  it  is  a  fact,  which  every  day's 
experience  proves  to  be  true,  that  the  adieus  of  a  Poet  ! 
to  the  Public,  resemble  those  of  a  Lover  to  his  listress, 
the  least  smile  in  either  case  tempting  them  return  ; 
it  is  not  the  intention  of  the  Writer  who  is  nov  saking, 
to  offer  any  positive  assurance  on  this  head  ^or  the 
present,  therefore,  with  every  sentiment  of  ^^^|hment 
and  respect  for  both,  the  Author  bids  the  Muses  and 
the  Pubhc 

FAREWELL. 

London,  1821. 
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POEMS. 


ODE  TO  MY  LYRE. 


Echo  of  former  happiness  ! 

Relic  of  earlier,  brighter  hours  ! 
Time  has  not  made  me  love  thee  less, 

Though  Sorrow's  hand  has  "  cropt  thy  flowers.' 
Come  then, — resume  thy  Avonted  tone, 

Companion  ! — long  neglected  laid ; — 
Now  joy  is  past,  and  hope  is  flown, 

I  call  thee  to  mine  aid. 

B 


POEMS. 


II. 


Grief  is  the  Poet'*s  patroness ; 

Her  sable  form,  and  rugged  brow, 
Conspire  far  more  his  dreams  to  bless, 

Than  all  that  Pleasure  can  bestow. 
Come  then,  thou  nurse  of  visions  wild,^ — 

Companion  of  the  silent  hour ;  , 

'Tis  Sorrow''s  voice, — ^'tis  Sorrow's  child, 

That  woo's  thy  soothing  powV. 


III. 


It  is  not  for  the  Gay, 

When  Pleasure"'s  phantoms  round  them  shine, 
And  Mirth  illumes  each  festive  day. 

To  worship  at  thy  shrine  ! 
No  ! — 'tis  the  hand  of  Misery, 

That  best  can  wake  thy  soothing  strain, 
When  Grief's  low  voice,  and  Sorrow's  sigh. 

Echo  each  note  again. 


POEMS. 


IV. 


My  Lyre ! — when  first  we  met, 

'Twas  when  youth's  cloudless  morning  smil'd ; 
Ere  Fortune's  glowing  sun  had  set, 

When  Hope  my  heart  beguiFd ; 
I  thought  thee  but  a  toy, 

Fit  to  amuse  life's  idle  hours ; — 
And,  careless  then,  'mid  scenes  of  joy, 

I  scorn'd  thy  gentle  pow'rs. 


But  now,  I  find  thou  art 

A  friend, — when  other  friendships  fail ; 
A  soother  of  the  aching  heart. 

That  tells  to  thee  its  tale  : — 
I  love  thee,  and  I  prize  thee  now. 

More  than  when  Pleasure's  sun  was  bright, 
.Since  Grief  has  circled  round  my  brow,^ 

Her  deep  and  starless  night. 

B   2 


POEMS. 


VI. 


Come,  then — neglected  Lyre  ! — 

Now  Pleasure's  lighter  touch  has  flown. 
The  trembling  hand,  that  sweeps  thy  wire, 

Is  thine,  and  thine  alone  ! 
Thou  need'st  no  rival  fear, 

To  lure  my  heart  again  from  thee  ; 
I  hail  thee  now,  companion  dear, 

Sole  partner  in  my  misery. 


POEMS. 


STANZAS. 


I. 


Theee  is  an  hour  that  all  must  feel, 

A  pang  each  human  heart  must  know ; — 

A  wound,  all  study  to  conceal, 

That  still  thi'ough  lingVing  years  must  flow  ! 


n, 


'Tis  when  the  magic  veil's  remov'd. 
And,  gazing  round  with  startled  eye. 

We  see  the  world,  once  so  much  lov'd, 
Appear  in  stern  reality ; 
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III. 


Stript  of  the  faiiy  hues  that  youth, 

Love,  Fancy,  Hope,  had  o'er  it  thrown  ;■ 

And,  by  the  clear  cold  light  of  Truth, 
In  all  its  real  misVy  shewn  ! 


IV. 


When  evVy  joy,  yoving  bosoms  prize, 
Tint  after  tint  dissolve  away. 

As  sun-beams  in  the  western  skies. 
That  vanish  with  departing  day  ! 


Then  falls  a  blight  upon  the  heart. 

When  thus  it  finds  its  hopes  were  vain ; 

Like  the  crush'd  flowV ; — no  time,  no  art, 
Can  ever  make  it  bloom  again  ! 


POEMS. 


VI. 


Happier  are  they  who  press  the  tomb, 
While  Life  one  bright  Elysium  seems, 

Than  those,  who,  through  an  age  of  gloom. 
Linger,  to  mourn  their  early  dreams  ! 
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STANZAS. 


WRITTEN    DURING    SICKNESS. 


I. 


IVe  plung'd  in  evVy  wild  extreme, 

That  youth,  and  youthful  folly  knows ; 
IVe  tasted  deeply  of  the  stream, 

That  round  the  shrine  of  Pleasure  flows : 
And  like  the  bee,  from  flow'r  to  flowV, 

Sipping  each  sweet,  IVe  wander'd  free  ; 
Yet,  never  found  I  earthly  power, 

Domestic  love  ! — compared  to  thee  ! 
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11. 


Sweeter  than  Passion's  fever'd  sigh, 

Dearer  than  Pleasure's  fairy  dream  ; 
Before  thee  all  Life's  sorrows  fly. 

Like  mists  before  the  morning  beam  ; 
Thou  only  can'st  the  roses  fling, 

That  make  Life's  rugged  path- way  blestj 
And  scatter  from  thy  downy  wing, 

That  peace,  which  heals  the  wounded  breast ! 


IIL 

It  is  not  \n  the  revel  loud — 

At  Mirth's,  or  Fashion's  midnight  shrine, 
Where  rival  beauties  thronging  crowd, 

That  Love  asserts  its  power  divine : 
'Tis  when  the  tortur'd  frame  is  torn, 

By  all  the  pangs  Disease  can  give, 
'Mid  anguish,  scarcely  to  be  borne. 

Its  smile  can  bid  the  sufferer  live  ! 
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IV. 


Domestic  Love  ! — thy  hand  can  shed 

Soft  opiates  o"'er  the  burning  brow ; 
And  round  the  couch  of  Sickness  spread 

Those  soothing  hopes,  that  cheer  me  now. 
Yes  !  let  the  hbertine  deride 

As  priestcraft,  wedlock"'s  silken  chain  ; 
But  tell  me,  has  he  ever  tried 

Its  power  in  sorrow,  or  in  pain  ? 


And  Thou,  who  in  Lifer's  summer  hour, 

Taught  my  young  bosom  to  beUeve, 
Marriage  an  arbitrary  powV, 

Invented  only  to  deceive; — 
Who"  said'st  "  at  sight  of  human  ties, 

Made  for  the  base  and  slavish  mind, 
The  rosy  God  affrighted  flies, 

Nor  leaves  one  ray  of  bliss  behind ;" 
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VI. 


Oh  !  didst  thou  know,  how  false,  how  vain. 

This  doctrine  of  thy  heart  will  prove ; 
Thoud"*st  own,  that  Hymen's  flowery  chain, 

Is  the  true  bondage  wove  by  Love ! 
For  where  two  youthful  hearts  unite, 

And  own  one  faith,  one  fate,  one  name; 
Think  not  Love's  torch  will  burn  less  bright, 

Though  Reason  sanctifies  the  flame ! 
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STANZAS. 


WRITTEN  ON  THE  EVE  OF  THE  NEW  YEAR. 


I. 


When  my  thoughts  dwell  upon  the  fleeting  year, 

That  in  an  hour  will  pass  for  ever  by  ; — 
Memory,  fond  Memory,  wakens  many  a  tear, 

And  my  breast  swells  with  many  a  pensive  sigh ; 
I  do  not  kneel  before  the  sainted  shrine 

With  vain  professions, — only  sworn  to  break  ; 
Since  well  I  know  this  erring  heart  of  mine, 

Is  all  too  weak,  with  truth  such  vows  to  make ! 
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II 


Yet  may  it,  when  the  year  has  circled  round. 

And  I  again  review  the  scene  thafs  past ; 
Still,  still,  as  free  from  perjury  be  found, 

And  from  intended  evil,  as  the  last ! 
Warm,  open,  thoughtless,  early  led  astray. 

Ere  Reason  bloom'd, — when  Life  and  Hope  were  new 
By  Fancy"'s  power ; — I  fondly  deem'd  the  way 

Of  life, — would  realize  what  Fancy  drew ! 


III. 


This  was  the  snare,  the  spell  that  did  deceive, 
-  And  led  my  wandering  heart  astray  awhile  ; 
Till  soon  I  found.  Fancy  but  lures  to  leave 

The  ruiu'd  wretch  that  banquets  on  her  smile ; 
Yet  oh  !  whatever  my  many  faults  have  been, 

Though  I  at  times  have  play'd  the  trifler's  part ; 
Conscience,  still  whispers  'mid  each  varied  scene, 

"  They  were  the  errors  of  the  head,  not  heart .'" 
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AN  ODE 

ON  THE 

ANNIVERSARY  OP  THE  LAMENTED  DEATH  OP  HER  ROYAL 
HIGHNESS  THE  PRINCESS  CHARLOTTE  OP  WALES. 


Time  urges  on  his  course  ! 
'Tis  but  a  transient  day 
Since  the  pale  tyrant's  Vhehning  force, 
Tore  England's  Hope  away  ! 
But  yet  in  depth  of  woe, 
It  seems  an  age  of  gloom ; 
A  night  that  can  no  morning  know, 
Its  darkness  to  illume  ! 
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II. 


The  Warrior  claims  his  wreath — 

The  Poet's  bays  are  twin''d  ; — 
Shall  Beauty,  when  it  sleeps  in  death, 

To  silence  be  resigned  ? 
No  ! — on  this  morn's  return, 

Each  British  bard  should  throng, 
To  offer  up  at  Chaelotte's  urn, 

A  sad  funereal  song  : 
And  though  on  earth  no  more 

She  makes  her  blest  abode. 
Still  let  us  trace  her  journey  o'er. 

And  follow  where  she  trod  ! 


III. 

In  HER  each  virtue  shone, 
That  life  has  e'er  display'd ; 

All  that  adds  lustre  to  the  Throne, 
Or  dignifies  the  .shade  ; 
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With  nobleness  of  birth, 

And  greatness,  were  conibin'd 
That  which  alone  can  give  it  worth — 
Nobility  of  mind ! 

IV. 

Shunning  the  haunts  of  pride, 
Life's  simplest  scenes  she  trod. 
And  turn'd  from  Folly's  paths  aside. 
To  purity  and  God  ! 
On  Her  each  eye  was  fix^d. 
And  England  joy'd  to  see, 
How  polished  manners  may  be  mix'd 
With  calm  simplicity  ! 


The  Ai-tisfs  gen'rous  friend. 
To  Taste  and  Science  dear. 
Her  goodness  ne'er  disdained  to  lend 
To  all  a  favouring  ear. 
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And  native  talent  grew, 

And  rose  beneath  her  smile, 
Whose  genial  warmth  extended  too 
To  Albion's  Sister-Isle. 
As  summer-buds  expand, 

Warm'd  by  the  Sun,  to  flowers. 
So  Genius,  'neath  her  fostering  hand, 
Put  forth  its  brightest  powers. 


VI. 


The  Pencil  and  the  Lyre, 
In  her  a  patron  knew  ; 
She  loy'd  the  Poet's  lyric  fire — 
The  scenes  the  Painter  drew ; 
And  Music's  hallow'd  tone 
Was  welcome  to  her  heart ; 
Each  gifted  science  was  her  own. 
And  ev'ry  sister  art. 
c 
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VII. 


Can  Britons  tlien  forget 

The  lesson  she  has  giv^i  ? — 
The  bright  example  she  has  set, 

Speaks  as  a  voice  from  heaven ! 
And  when  our  breathless  dust, 
In  silent  earth  is  laid  ;    . 
When  many  a  Heron's  laureled  bust 
Moulders  beneath  the  shade ; 


VIII. 

When  princely  halls  and  towers 
Are  sunk  in  dark  decay ; 
When  Claremont's  groves  and  Esher's  bowers, 
Time''s  scythe  has  swept  away  ; 
When  Statesman,  Bard,  and  Sage, 
Fade  from  the  leaf  of  Fame ; — 
Still  Hist'ry  to  Time's  latest  age. 

Shall  cherish  Charlotte's  name  ! 
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And  prove,  though  'mid  the  dust, 
Empires  and  States  may  fall ; 
The  "  sweet  remembrance  of  the  Just,' 
Will  still  survive  them  all ! 


c2 
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THE  PICTURE. 


I. 


Go,  just  resemblance  ! — to  the  youth  return; — 
Since  he  recalls  the  pledge  his  fondness  gave, 

Why  should  I  seek  o'er  faded  bliss  to  mourn  ? 
Or  why  from  buried  joy,  one  relic  wish  to  save  ? 


II. 


Tell  him,  the  fire,  which  lights  that  beaming  eye, 
Speaks  to  my  heart,  of  hopes  for  ever  past ; — 

Tell  him,  fond  Memory  often  wakes  to  sigh, 
O'er  scenes  of  vanished  joys,  that  were  too  blest  to  last ! 
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III. 


Tell  him,  the  smiles  that  charmM  my  youthful  heart, 
Soon,  soon,  will  fade,  and  leave  no  trace  behind ; — 

Teach  him,  that  Beauty ""s  richest,  noblest  part, 

Blooms  not  upon  the  cheek,  but  in  the  fadeless  mind  • 


IV. 


Go,  lovely  semblance  I — to  the  youth  return, — 
Why  should  I  noiv,  retain  his  image  here  ? 

Why  prize  the  form  that  taught  my  heart  to  mourn, 
And  Vaken"'d  in  mine  eyes,  their  first  and  bitfrest 
tear  ? 
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THE  FAREWELL. 


I. 


If  ever  joy  my  heart  beguil'd, 

If  pleasure  e'er  illum''d  my  way ; — 
'Twas  when  thine  eyes  approving  smil'd 

Upon  the  minstrel's  infant  lay ; 
For  all  that  e'er  my  fancy  charm'd, 

That  heart  could  wish,  or  eye  could  see ; 
All  that  my  wildest  dreams  had  form'd, 

Was  realiz'd  at  once  in  Thee  ! 


II. 


I  mingle  in  the  world's  gay  throng. 

Herding  with  creatures  I  despise ; 
And  when  their  lips  applaud  the  song, 

A  starting  tear  alone  replies ; 
For  oh  ! — when  flatt'rers  praise  the  strain, 

When  critics  smile  upon  the  lay, 
A  cloud  comes  o'er  my  darken'd  brain, 

And  I  am  sad — where  all  are  gay  ! 
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III. 


Still  I  must  play  a  borrowed  part, 

And  hide  the  weight  of  grief  I  feel ; 
What  pang  can  rend  the  bleeding  heart, 

Like  that  which  hollow  smiles  conceal  ? 
Smiles, — like  the  fat'  1  blush  which  sheds, 

O'er  burning  Fever''s  withering  brow 
Health's  brilliant  hue  ; — and  unseen  spreads. 

Destruction  in  the  faithless  glow  ! 


IV. 


My  Lyre ; — it  speaks  of  "  other  times,"" 

And  many  a  tale  of  sadness  tells 
This  aching  heart ; — as  oft  the  chimes 

Borne  on  the  breeze,  from  distant  beUs, 
Brina:  to  the  war-worn  soldier  s  mind, 

(Long  destined  from  such  joys  to  roam,) 
Fond  thoughts  of  loved-ones,  left  behind, 

Bright  visions  of  bis  earliest  home  ! 
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But  though  we  never  may  renew, 
Our  young  affection''s  sever'd  chain ; 

Fancy  oft  joins  the  broken  clue, 

And  brings  past  pleasures  o^'er  again ; — 

In  slumber's  dream,  I  view  thee  yet. 
And  see  thy  well-known  form  displayed ; 

Then  starting — wake  with  vain  regret, 


To  find,  'twas  but  a  fleeting  shade 


VI. 

'Tis  true,  that  other  Unks  have  twin'd 

Their  tendi'ils  round  this  heart  of  mine ; 
And  other  ties  will  shortly  bind 

The  soul,  that  once  was  wholly  thine ; 
Fate  has  ordain'd  it ; — therefore  now, 

No  wandering  thought  must  e'er  be  giv'n 
To  earher  hopes  ; — the  sacred  vow 

I've  pledg'd — is  register'd  in  heav'n  ! 
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VII. 


Y"et,  oh  I — in  some  far  distant  hour, 

When  many  a  circling  year  has  flo^vn ; 
Should  Fancy  wake,  with  magic  powV, 

One  thought  of  moments  that  are  gone : 
When  Reason  has  dispelled  the  mist, 

That  could  each  genVous  feeling  bUnd, 
And  Treachery  shall  no  more  exist, 

To  chill  thy  heart — or  warp  thy  mind ; 


VIII. 

When  Time''s  dark  wing  has  swept  away, 

Or  soften'd  errors  that  are  o'er ; — 
And  when  "  the  light  that  led  astray. 

Though  sent  from  heav'n*" — shall  shine  no  more ; 
Should  Memory  with  the  wand  of  Trutli, 

Point  out  what  riper  years  might  blame : 
Smile  at  the  Jollies  of  my  youth, — 

But  give  them  not  a  harsher  name  ! 
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IX. 


And  when, — (from  the  lone  vale  of  years,) 

/  gaze  upon  the  chequer''d  past ; 
Memory  will  give  some  silent  tears. 

To  joys — that  were  not  form'd  to  last ! 
'Tis  o'er : — ^yet,  oh  !  thou'lt  not  disdain. 

The  minstrel-harp,  once  loved  so  well ; 
That  wakes  for  thee  its  closing  strain. 

And  breathes  a  long — a  last  farewell  ! 
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THE  SEA-BOY'S  DREAM. 


A    BALLAD. 


I. 


The  tempest  had  ceased ; — and  our  ship  was  secured, 

For  the  roar  of  the  whirlwind  in  sighs  died  away ; 
In  their  hammocks,  the  toil-wearied  crew  were  all  moored. 

Save  the  watch,  that  looked  out,  for  the  dawning  of  day; 
When  as  sleep  o'er  my  senses,  her  soft  mantle  threw, 

In  the  visions  of  midnight,  Hope  lured  me  to  roam ; 
Over  seas,  shores,  and  mount  lins,  transported  I  flew. 

Till  my  heart  wandered  back,  to  the  scenes  of  my 
home  I 
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II. 


I  dream'd,  that  our  cottage-latch  gently  I  raised, 

And  beheld  each  dear  object  of  former  delight ; 
A  father,  whose  dimm'd  eyes,  with  tenderness  gaz'd, 

And  the  tears  of  a  mother,  were  sweet  to  my  sight : 
A  sister,  whose  lips,  on  my  cold  cheek  impressed, 

ImplorM  me  no  longer,  o''er  ocean  to  roam  ; 
But  my  heart  beat  tumultuous,  when  clasp'd   to  one 
breast, 

That  throbb'd,  as  it  welcomed  the  Wanderer  home ! 


III. 


Then,  I   stray 'd  through  the  bowers,  where  my  foot- 
steps so  oft. 
Had  roved ; — when  my  hopes,  and   existence  were 
young: 
The  boatswain's  shrill  whistle,  here  piped  us  aloft, 
Yet  I  thought,  'twas  the  lark,  from  the  wild-wood 
that  sung ; 


POEMS.  29 


But  the  visions  that  cheated  my  fancy  were  fled, 
I  woke ; — still  to  gaze  on  the  billow's  wide  foam ; — 

And  I  sigh'd,  as  I  looked  from  the  mast's  giddy  head. 
For  the  peaceful  retreat,  of  my  own  mountain-home.* 


*  That  the  Author  may  not  incur  the  charge  of  plagiarism,  she 
must  in  justice  to  herself  state,  that  the  above  little  ballad  was 
never  intended  as  any  thing  more  than  an  humble  imitation  of  that 
beautiful,  and  well  known  Poem,  the  "  Soldier's  Dream,  '  by  T. 
Campbell,  Esq. 
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ANACREONTIC. 


When  Beauty's  smiles,  and  rosy  Pleasure, 
Make  all  the  joys  of  youth  divine ; — 

To  fill  up  Life's  enchanting  measure. 

The  heart  should  fly  to  Gen'rous  Wine  ! 


II. 


When  Friendship,  round  the  board  is  smiling, 
And  kindred  souls  in  union  twine ; — 

To  make  such  moments  more  beguiling. 
The  heart  should  fly  to  GenVous  Wine  ! 
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III. 


But  if  the  eyes  we  loved  deceive  us, 
Nor  longer  with  afFection  shine ; — 

To  banish  thoughts  that  wound  and  grieve  us, 
The  heart  must  fly  to  GenVous  Wine ! 


IV. 


Or  should  the  vows  by  Friendship  spoken, 
Like  evening  sun-beams,  fast  decline ; — 

The  heart  that  falsehood's  shaft  has  broken, 
Must  seek  rehef  in  GenVous  Wine  ! 


When  hopes  that  shone  but  to  allure  us, 
With  sparkles  hke  Lagenia's  mine 

Prove  false; — what  medicine  then  can  cure  us? 
The  heart  will  answer  "  GenVous  Wine !" 
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VI. 


In  scenes  of  mirth,  or  hours  of  sorrow, 
Pilgrims  at  Grief,  or  Pleasure's  shrine; 

The  heart  no  better  shield  can  borrow, 
For  ev'ry  shaft ; — than  Gen'rous  Wine ! 
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STANZAS 


TO    ONE    WHO    REQUESTED    THE    WRITER    WOULD  "  LOOK 

CHEERFUL." 


It  shall  be  so  ; — and  I  will  seek, 

Will  smiling  seek.  Life's  crowd  again  ; 
And  thou  shalt  hear  me  gaily  speak. 

Though  anguish  racks  my  burning  brain 
It  suits  me  well ; — for  I  disdain, 

With  childish  fools  to  sigh  and  grieve, 
"  111  back  to  busy  life  again," 

And  learn  like  others  to  deceive  ! 

D 
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II. 


It  shall  be  so  ; — and  I  will  tread 

Again  where  youth  and  beauty  throng  ;- 
The  grief  with  which  this  heart  has  bled. 

No  more  shall  linger  in  my  song  : 
I'll  join  the  trifler's  who  belong 

To  Pleasure's  light,  unclouded  scene ; 
I'll  mingle  in  the  festive  throng, 

Nor  think  again  on  what  has  been ! 


III. 

It  shall  be  so ; — and  I  will  wear. 

Mirth's  jocund  smile,  and  joyous  tone  ; 
Henceforth,  I'll  chase  the  fiend  Despair, 

Who  long  has  made  my  breast  her  throne 
All  thoughts  of  sadness  I'll  disown, 

And  revel  with  the  light  and  gay  ; 
And  soon  in  Mirth's  and  Music's  tone. 

Banish  each  mournful  thought  away  ! 
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IV 


It  shall  be  so  ;  —I  cannot  bear 

The  pity  of  the  gazing  crowd  ; 
The  heartless  idler's  wond'ring  stare, — 

The  babbler's  tongue  Avith  mahce  loud  ; — 
The  cold  compassion  of  the  proud, — 

And  the  pert  withng's  empty  jest ; 
Oh,  no  ! — to  such  I'll  ne'er  unshroud. 

This  breaking  heart, — this  bleeding  breast ! 


It  shall  be  so ; — to  souls  hke  TMne, 

Alone,  I'll  ope  my  secret  woes ; 
Whose  heart  is  like  some  hallow'd  shrine, 

On  which  the  Pilgrim  may  repose  : 
And  as  aside  the  veil  he  throws, 

That  hides  the  griefs  he  must  endure  ; 
The  feeling  tear,  that  warmly  flows. 

Softens  the  pain,  it  cannot  cure  ! 
d2 
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IMPROMPTU. 


TO    A   PICTURE. 


I. 


No ! — now  another  claims  the  heart, 
That  once  usurped  thy  tend'rest  care; 

Go,  smihng  image, — ^lience,  depart, 
Thy  mem^'y  must  not  enter  there ! 


II. 


Still  shall  recording  angels  keep, 

The  vow  I've  pledg'd,  from  guilt  or  blame ; 
No  future  hour  shall  see  me  weep, 

Tears,  that  would  now  be  tears  of  shame  ! 
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III. 


Then  go ; — another  claims  this  heart, — 
For  Thee,  its  pulse  shall  beat  no  more ; 

Go,  smihng  image  ! — hence,  depart, 
'Tis  but  one  pang, — and  all  is  o'er  I 
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THE 


LOVER'S  APOLOGY, 


TO    HIS   MISTRESS. 


Yes  ! — though  I  own  I  oft  have  felt 

The  force  of  charms,  that  were  not  Thine  ; 
And  hke  a  wandering  Pilgrim  knelt, 

At  many  a  minor  Beauty's  shrine ; 
Oh  !  trust  me,  though  my  fancy  stray'd ; 

Though  lips  less  sweet  than  thine  I've  press'd, 
Thy  sacred  image,  loveliest  maid. 

Still  liv'd,  still  glow'd  within  my  breast ! 


IL 


Then  oh  !  forgive  me,  that  awhile. 

In  thoughtless  Youth's  impassion'd  day ; 

I  gaz'd  upon  another's  smile. 

Forgetful  of  thine  earlier  sway  !— 


POEMS.  39 


Whate'er  my  many  faults  have  been, 
In  hours  when  most  my  soul  was  free, 

'Mid  Folly's  wildest,  maddest  scene. 
My  heart  still  kept  its  faith  to  Thee ! 

III. 


Yes,  Lady  ! — though  these  eyes  have  roved, 

O'er  forms  less  lovely  than  thine  own ; 
Think  not  this  heart  has  ever  lov'd 

A  form — a  face,  save  Thine  alone  ! 
Then  oh  !  forgive  me,  and  once  more 

Receive  "  a  heart  from  falsehood  free;" 
Whose  pulse,  till  Life's  last  throb  is  o'er. 

Must  beat  with  fondest  love  for  Thee  ! 
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STANZAS. 


TO 


Yes  ! — thou  art  wed  ! — I  know  it  all, 
Yet  why  remind  me  of  my  pain  ? 

Why  let  that  magic  smile  recall 

Hopes, — that  must  never  bloom  again  ? 


11. 


Vain  is  the  wish,  that  Time's  cold  wing 
May  all  the  griefs  I  feel  remove ; — 

Since  future  years  no  balm  can  bring, 
To  heal  the  pangs  of  slighted  love. 
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III. 


No  ! — now  Life's  fairest  scenes  must  be 
A  weary  waste  of  tedious  hours  ; 

A  gloomy,  cheerless  blank  to  me, 

Where  thorns  usurp  the  place  of  flowers 


IV. 


The  Past, — it  now  might  almost  seem 
The  phantom  of  a  fevered  brain ; — 

But  that  to  prove  'twas  Twt  a  di-eam, 
Thine  image  and  my  griefs  remain  ! 


V. 


The  Future  ; — ^'tis  a  cliecrless  gloom, 
That  has  no  ray  of  hope  for  mo, 

Save  what  is  veil'd  beyond  the  tomb, 
Aiid  shrouded  in  Eternity  ' 
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VI. 


Then,  do  not  tell  me,  "  I  shall  live. 
To  think  on  Thee  without  regret  ;"— 

Though  Time  may  teach  me  to  forgive, 
It  cannot  teach  me  io  forget ! 


VII. 


Say  not,  "  when  Love  has  ceased  to  burn. 
When  Reason  shall  my  passion  end ; 

In  cahner  hours  I  may  return. 

And  claim  the  sacred  name  of  Friend  r 


VIII. 


No,  never ! — friendship  such  as  mine, 
Were  like  the  fatal  Simoom's  breath. 

To  souls  as  good  and  pure  as  thine, 
Blasting  the  flower  it  loves  with  Death  I 
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IX. 


We'll  meet  no  more, — may  smiling  years. 
Still  o'er  thy  path  new  blessings  showV ; 

And  may  the  memory  of  my  tears, 
Ne'er  rise  to  damp  one  festive  hour  I 
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STANZAS 


PRESENTED   TO    A   LADY,   WITH    A   BOX,   CONTAINING 


A  MINIATURE  OP  FRIENDSHIP. 


Julia  ! — to  you  this  homely  gift  I  send, 

'Tis  the  production  of  a  faithful  Friend, 

Who  boasts,  nor  Painter's  hand,  nor  Artist's  skill, 

To  execute  her  work ; — yet  sends  it  still ! 

This  humble  gift  to  none  must  e'er  be  shewn, 

Tis  meant  for  Julia's  partial  eye  alone ; 

Oh  !  spare  it  then,  nor  let  the  gaze  of  art,  v  >  V  i 

Trace  the  defects  that  reign  in  evVy  part ! 

Affection's  first-born,  juvenile  essay. 

This  Verse,  perchance,  will  in  some  future  day, 

Remind  you  of  the  timid,  doggrel  Bard, 

Who  asks  your  valued  smile  as  her  reward  ; 
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(For  what  can  evVy  toil  through  Life  beguile, 

And  m-ge  us  to  improve,  like  Friendship's  smile  ?) 

And  who  so  well  as  Her  I  ask  can  know, 

The  joys  from  Friendship's  source  that  ceaseless  flow  ? 

Her,  in  whose  gen'rous  heart  and  pohsh'd  mind, 

Each  attribute  of  Friendship  is  enshrin'd  ; 

Who  still  has  sense  to  see,  and  power  to  prove, 

Hov/  far  superior  Friendship  is  to  Love  ! 

DifF'ring  from  that  ^vild  flame  which  Passion  knows, 

Friendship,  by  time,  more  firm  and  lasting  grows. 

Love,  may  indeed  beguile  Youth's  sunny  hours, 

And  strew  along  its  path  some  fragrant  flowers ; 

Yet  all  who  tread  that  path,  confess  and  sigh. 

That  thorns  beneath  the  fairest  roses  lie ; — 

Brightly  Youth's  summer  morn  is  sometimes  past, 

Yet  the  illusion  cannot,  will  not  last ! — 

Ah,  no ! — a  fairy  vision,  fading  soon. 

Clouds  shade  LovE'sheav'n  ere  Life  has  reached  its  noon ! 

Tint  after  tint,  the  rain-bow  meteor  flies. 

And  as  we  gaze  upon  the  hght, — it  dies  ! 

But  Friendship,  gentle  Friendship's  milder  light, 

Cheers  and  illumes  us  througli  the  shades  of  night ; 
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A  moonlight  lustre  o'er  the  landscape  throws 

That  shines  serene ; — nor  dazzles  whilst  it  glows  ! 

Unlike  Love's  fiercer  flame,  it  fills  the  breast 

With  thoughts  of  peace,  and  lulls  each  grief  to  rest ; 

Pouring  its  healing  balm  with  gentle  power, 

O'er  the  Avrung  heart  in  Sorrow's  direst  hour  ! 

A  heav'n-born  guest,  as  Angels  wishes  pure. 

It  soothes  and  softens,  where  it  cannot  cure. 

'Tis  Friendship's  form,  (Love's  gentler  Sister  giv'n 

On  Earth,  to  man  alone  by  bounteous  Heav'n,) 

That  waits  you  here  ; — and  now  impatient  knocks. 

And  asks  to  be  transplanted  from  this  Box, 

To  that  lov'd  sphere,  where  she  was  form'd  to  dwell, - 

Your  virtuous  bosom's  deep  and  inmost  cell  I 

Unlike  Pandora's  Box  of  ev'ry  evil, 

In  this  you'll  find  no  phantoni,  ghost,  or  devil ; 

No  raging  passion,  no  unhallow'd  sin. 

Profanes  this  simple  box, — then  venture  in : 

Lift  up  the  hd,  my  Julia  ! — do  not  fear. 

For  only  Friendship's  gentle  form  is  here ! 
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THE  DESERT  ISLE. 


A  BALLAD. 


I. 


Oh  !  would  some  Desert  Isle  were  minej 

Remote  from  Fashion's  heartless  noise ; 
With  one  kind  breast,  dear  Love !  like  Thine, 
To  share  my  quiet  joys  I 


II. 


Then,  might  we  roam  the  live-long  day. 

Free  as  the  wave  that  kiss'd  the  shore ; 
And  far  from  courts,  and  crowds  away. 
What  could  we  wish  for  more  ? 
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III. 


For,  there  this  cold  world's  cares  would  seem. 

Light  as  the  breeze  that  swept  the  flowers ; 
Like  summer-clouds,  like  morning's  dream, 
On  April's  smiling  showers ! 


IV. 


Methinks  in  such  a  spot  'twere  sweet, 

(Round  which  the  blue  wave  curling  flows ;) 
To  breathe  out  life  ; — where  no  rude  feet 
Should  break  our  calm  repose  1 


V. 


Oh  !  would  some  Desert  Isle  were  mine, 

Remote  from  Fashion's  heartless  glare ; 
With  one  kind  breast,  dear  Love  !  like  Thine, 
My  quiet  joys  to  share  !   . 
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STANZAS. 


'YO    *     *     * 


-"  other  days  come  back  on  me, 


With  recollected  music  ; — thous;h  the  tone 

Is  chang'd  and  solemn !"  Childe  Harold. 

I. 

"  The  tone  is  changVl""  indeed !  since  last  we  met — 
Much  changed  ; — and  Destiny  has  done  her  worst ; 
Yet  never,  never,  can  the  Bard  forget 

The  eve,  beneath  whose  smile  her  infant  Muse  was 


nurs 


s\l. 


II. 


The  radiance  of  the  Past  will  oft  return 
In  briffht  remembrance  to  the  Poet's  mind ; 

The  light  of  "  other  days,"  like  lamps  that  burn 

In  the  sepulchral  vault  where  Pilgrims  are  enshrin'd ; 
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III. 


(Casting  a  shadowy  lustre  o"'er  each  form, 

That  sleeps  beneath  the  beams  that  shine  in  vain ; 

They  may  illume  the  dead,  but  cannot  warm 

Those  eyes  which  Death  has  seaFd,  to  light  and  ^'^ 
again !) 


IV. 


So  shines  the  memory  of  its  earlier  days 
Upon  this  heart ; — that  chill'd  to  marble  now. 

Nor  feels,  nor  heeds  the  light  that  round  it  plays : — 
Reckless  I  view  Life's  scene,  with  fix'd  and  sullen  brow. 


For  me,  to  gaze  upon  the  checquer'd  past 

Were  Avorse  than  madness ; — no !  henceforth  my  heart, 
All  thoughts  of  "  other  days,"" — away  must  cast, 

And  nerve  itself  to  act  the  stoic's  callous  part. 
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VI 


There  was  a  time,  when  my  heart  hghtly  danc'd 
To  its  own  music ; — now  those  hours  are  fled ; 

Yet  I  repine  not ; — Fortune  may  have  chane'd 

To  pour  its  cup  of  wrath  on  some  less  guiky  head. 


VII. 


I  bow  submissive ;  — henceforth  not  a  sigh 

Shall  issue  from  my  breast, — nor  wand'ring  tear 

Dim  with  its  burning  flood  this  glazing  eye ; — 

Fate !    thou  hast  done  tliy  worst !  nought  now  can 
wound  me  here. 


1.;  2 
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STANZAS 

WRITTEN  ON  RECEIVING  A  LETTER,    WITH  THE  SEAL 
"  FORGET  ME    NOT." 


"  Forget  iwe  not  !"' — Ah  !  why  that  hne 

In  cruel  mockVy  send  to  me  ? 
Since  well  thou  know'st  each  thought  is  Thine 

That  lights  my  darkened  memory  ! 


II. 


"  Forget  me  not" — thou  know'st  too  well, 
Such  treacherous  mem'ry  is  not  mine ; 

My  soul  is  charm'd  as  with  a  speD, 
NcVr  to  forget  one  look  of  Thine ! 
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III. 


"  Forget  me  not  ! '' — my  midnight  dream 
And  morning  thought  is  filPd  by  Thee ; — 

Ah,  no  !  — not  even  Lethe's  stream, 
Could  blot  Thee  from  my  memory  ! 


IV. 


"  Forget  me  not  !""  the  grief  intense 
That  clouds  my  brow,  and  fills  my  brain, 

That  rends  my  heart,  and  racks  each  sense. 
Bids  Memory  never  sleep  again  ! 
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ADVICE  TO  THE  LADIES. 


While  yet  Youth''s  careless  pulses  play, 
While  Fancy  sheds  her  brightest  ray, 

Oh  1  listen  to  your  Lover  ; 
And  wait  not  for  a  calmer  hour, 
When  Passion  shall  have  lost  its  powV, 

And  Beauty's  reign  is  over  ! 


II. 


While  yet  Youth's  burning  pulse  beats  high, 
While  rapture  lights  his  smiling  eye, 

Oh  !  listen  to  your  Lover ; — 
Wait  not  till  Summer's  roses  fade, 
For  then,  too  late  each  simple  maid, 

Will  find  her  power  is  over ! 
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STANZAS 


TO 


Oh,  Lady  ! — when  'mid  Fashion's  glare, 

Thou  minglest  with  the  joyous  throng; 
Think'st  thou  of  One  who  once  was  there. 

And  loved  thee  hopelessly  and  long  ? 
Who  lov'd  ; — and  who  adores  Thee  still, — 

With  all  the  warmth  of  early  feeling ; 
Who's  swelling  heart  endures  but  ill, 

'  The  pang  his  bosom  is  concealing. 
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II. 


Oh,  Lady  ! — when  thou  tread'st  the  scene, 

Where  first  his  eyes  thy  glances  met, 
Does  no  remembrance  intervene 

To  shade  thy  pleasures  with  regret  ? 
Say,  does  no  lingering  thought  remain, 

To  check  thy  bosom's  throb  of  gladness  ? 
And,  as  thou  join'st  the  smiling  train. 

Does  thy  heart  feel  no  pang  of  sadness  ? 


III. 


Yes,  Lady ! — oft  in  scenes  like  these, 

The  memory  of  the  past  comes  o'er 
Thy  sinking  heart, — like  the  chill  breeze. 

That  evening  wafts  along  the  shore ; 
When  all  around  are  light  and  gay, 

There  comes  a  thought  thou  can'st  not  banish ; 
That  steals  thy  lovehest  smile  away. 

And  bids  thy  cheeks'  young  roses  vanish  ! 
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IV. 


Lady  ! — the  thought  of  Mm  to  Avhom, 

The  World  is  now  a  place  unblest ; 
Who  seeks  th'  Obhvion  of  the  tomb, 

To  ease  the  pangs  that  rend  his  breast ; 
Comes  sadly  oer  thy  brightest  hours, 

When  Life's  enchantments  look  most  blooming  ; 
Like  April  blights  on  opening  flowers, 

Their  early  blossoms  fast  consuming  ! 
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STANZAS. 


Yes  !  Passion''s  wildest  hour  is  o'eiv 

Yet  still  my  love  feels  no  decay ; 
Trust  me,  this  heart  adores  Thee  more. 
And  throbs  with  bliss  unknown  before, 
In  Folly's  thoughtless  day  ! 


II. 


Thy  Beauty,  did  attract  mine  eyes, — 
My  senses  worshipped  at  the  shrine 

That  claims  young  bosoms'  warmest  sighs ; 

And  ne'er  did  Pilgrim's  incense  rise. 
With  brighter  flame  than  mine ! 
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III. 


But  now — thy  Goodness  fills  my  heart, 
And  warms  it  with  a  purer  fire, 

Than  e'er  thy  beauty  could  impart ; 

A  love  beyond  the  reach  of  art — 
Or  passion  to  inspire  ! 


IV. 


Then  do  not  say  that  bliss  decays, 

When  Reason  lights  Love's  golden  urn 
For  if  the  flames  less  fiercely  blaze. 
With  purer  and  more  lasting  rays, 
Upon  the  shrine  they  burn  ! 


(JO  POEM.S, 


RURAL  LIFE. 


A    SKETCH. 


'Mid  spicy  groves, — by  sparkling  fountains, 
'Mid  dasied  meads, — on  lofty  mountains, 
By  rippling  streams, — in  shady  bowers, 
We  sport  away  the  rosy  hours  ! — 
Far  from  the  haunts  of  busy  Care, 
We  breathe  the  perfum'd  summer  air ; 
Far  from  the  gay  world's  noisy  strife, 
We  while  away  the  hours  of  life  ! 
At  morn — we  chase  the  bounding  deer, 
O'er  hill,  and  dale,  or  forest  drear  : 
When  wearied  with  the  wild  pursuit, 
We  tune  the  merry-sovmding  lute  , 
And  when  the  glowing  orb  of  day, 
Veils  from  the  world,  his  cheering  ray, — 
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And  in  his  place  the  lamp  of  night, 
Sheds  o'er  the  Earth  her  trembling  light, 
When  nimble  Fairies  tread  the  green, 
And  shadows  on  the  ground  are  seen, — 
We  hasten  to  our  fragrant  bower 
Composed  of  many  a  blushing  flower  ; — 
And  ponder  o'er  the  Grecian  Sage, 
Or  turn  the  Poefs  glowing  page. 
Till  Sleep's  soft  hand  our  eye-lids  close. 
And  Nature  sinks  in  calm  repose. — 
Thus,  far  removed  from  care  and  strife, 
Who  envies  not  our  Rural  Life  ? 
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THE 


POET'S  LYRE. 


WRITTEN  ON  THE  DEPARTURE  OP  LORD  BYRON  PROM 


ENGLAND. 


Sweet  Bard  ! — whose  magic  fingers  know, 

How  best  to  wake  the  wild  Harp's  thrill ; 
To  calm  the  tear,  or  bid  it  flow, 

And  mould  each  passion  to  thy  will ; — 
Who  with  a  Poet's  glowing  fire, 

Bid'st  feeling  burn  in  every  line  ; 
Tell  us,  what  Minstrel  dare  aspire, 

To  touch  the  Harp  that  once  was  Thine  ?• 
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II. 


That  Harp  ^vath  cypress  is  entwln'd, 

And  weeping  flo^vrets  round  it  spring ; 
At  eve,  the  hollow-moaning  wind, 

Sighs  o''er  each  nozo  neglected  string  ; 
Though  many  a  "  Son  of  Song"  is  there, 

Who  tries  to  rouse  its  fairy  tone ; 
All  must  the  fruitless  task  forbear, 

And  own,  'twas  strung  for  thee  alone  ! 


III. 

In  silence  then,  the  Lyre  must  sleep, 

Till  Thou  return'st  to  wake  the  strain ; 
No  hand  save  thine  has  power  to  sweep 

Its  heaven-strung  chords  ; — they  strike  in  vain, 
Each  note  a  hollow  murmur  dies ; 

The  tones  no  more  are  clear  and  free ; — 
And  mourning  Genius  ""frighted  flies 

To  seek  a  distant  clime  with  thek  ! 


64  POEMS. 
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TO     * 


*    * 


Yes  !  Time  indeed  has  changed  that  face,  since  last  it  met 

my  gaze, 
For  there  no  longer  can  I  trace  the  smiles  of  former 

days ; — 
The  laughing  light  of  joy  has  flown,  which  on  that 

cheek  did  bloom ; 
And  o'er  that  once  gay  brow   is  thrown,  a  deep  and 

settled  gloom ! 


POEMS.  05 


11. 


Dim  is  the  lustre  of  the  eye  that  fired  my  early  dreams, 
Cold  and  unmov'd  it  passes  by,  nor  turns  on  me  its 

beams ; — 
*Tis  sad  to  see  the  aspect  strange,  that  reigns  in  every 

part, 
Yet  saddest  is  to  me  the  change,  that's  wrought  within 

thy  heart ! 


III. 


Fain  would  returning  Hope  renew  Affection''s  sever''d 

chain : — 
But  what  can  re-unite  Love's  clue,  when  once  'tis  snapp'd 

in  twain .'' 
Pity,  indeed,  may  fill  the  breast,  tho'  Passion's  reign  is 

o'er. 
But  where  Distrust  has  been  a  guest,  Love  will  return 

no  more  ! 


r 


66  POEMS. 


THE  WANDERER. 


When  joy  forsook,— when  friends  deceived, 
And  left  this  ruin'd  heart  to  sigh, 

O'er  treacherous  hopes  it  once  believ'd. 
Like  morning  dreams,  that  flitted  by  ; 


II. 


There  was  one  star,  that  brightly  burn'd. 
With  clear  and  undiminished  ray ; 

One  light,  to  which  the  Wanderer  turn'd. 
That  cheered  her  path,  and  blessed  her  way 
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III. 


And,  whilst  its  radiance  mildly  shone, 
She  thought  amid  eacli  change  of  ill ; 

Though  evVy  other  hope  had  flown, 

Life's  cup  contained  some  sweetness  still ! 


IV. 


But  -now,  that  Star,  from  whose  pure  light, 
Her  soul  a  beam  of  comfort  found. 

Is  slirouded  too ; — and  night,  deep  night, 
And  ceaseless  darkness  wrap  lier  round  !— 


f2 
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Yes  ! — once  I  own  the  festive  dance, 

And  midnight  ball  had  charms  for  me  ; 
But  'twas  the  magic  of  thy  glance, 

That  brightened  all  the  revehy  1 
For  then  I  pressed  thy  yielding  hand, 

And  gaily  led  thy  steps  along. 
The  lovehest  of  the  lovely  band, 

The  envy  of  the  ghtt'ring  throng  ! 
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n. 


But  now,  in  scenes  like  these  I  mourn  ; — 

They  but  remind  my  throbbing  brain, 
And  aching  heart,  by  anguish  torn, 

Of  hopes  that  cannot  bloom  again  ! 
MemVy  may  bring  where"'er  I  rove, 

Traces  of  joys  that  once  have  been  : 
But  'tis  the  smile  of  those  we  love. 

That  breathes  a  magic  o"'er  each  scene ! 


III. 


IndifTrent  now  I  seek  the  spot. 

Where  beauty  woos  at  ev^-y  gaze ; 
It  but  reminds  me  of  the  lot 

That  has  been  mine  in  happier  days : 
(So  the  gay  sun-beams  pour  their  light. 

Upon  the  hopeless  mourner''s  head. 
Whom  Fortune  has  deprived  of  sight. 

And  curse  him  with  the  warmth  they  shed  I^ 
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Then,  ask  no  more,  when  'mid  the  dance. 

With  careless  step,— and  vacant  eye, 
Thou  see'st  me  heedlessly  advance. 

And  hear'st  my  bosom's  half-hush'd  sigh 
Where  aU  seem  blest,  why  thus  I  move 

Regardless  of  each  form  I  see  ?— 
Thine  eyes  that  warm'd  my  heart  to  love, 

No  longer  beam  with  hope  for  me. 
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STANZAS, 


I. 


Scenes  of  my  childhood,  hail ! 

I  greet  ye  with  a  tear ; — 
Sorrow  has  turn''d  my  young  cheek  pale. 

Since  last  I  wandered  here  ! 


II. 


Scenes  of  my  earliest  youth  ! 

I  view  ye, — and  I  mourn, 
Those  halcyon  days  of  peace  and  truth, 

That  never  can  return ! 
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III. 


Fair  Severn  ! — down  whose  maze 

The  silent  waters  glide ; 
Once  the  calm  current  of  my  days, 

Was  peaceful  as  thy  tide. 


IV. 


Thy  silvery  waves  flow  on, 

Unruffled  as  of  yore ; — 
But  ah  ! — ^my  heart's  young  hopes  are  gone. 

And  youth's  gay  di'eams  are  o'er ! 


Scenes  of  my  childhood,  hail  I 

I  greet  ye  with  a  tear ; — 
For  Grief  has  turn'd  my  young  cheek  pale. 

Since  last  I  wandered  here ! 
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'PQ       *       *       * 


Though  distant  far  the  Fates  ordain, 

Our  steps  through  Life''s  dark  maze  to  rove ; 
Think  not  my  heart  can  break  the  chain, 

That  earlier  years  around  it  wove : 
Though  other  friends  have  stept  between, 

And  other  ties  encircle  me  ; 
Yet  Memory  still,  in  evVy  scene. 

Looks  back  with  fond  regret  to  Thee ! 
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Strong  are  the  bonds  of  early  love, 

When  mutual  hope  each  heart  endears ; 
Nor  time, — nor  distance  can  remove, 

Th'  impressions  of  our  youthful  years  : 
And  thus.  Thou  ai*t  remembered  yet, 

Though  other  arms  encircle  me  ; 
Still,  Memory  turns  with  fond  regret, 

And  casts  a  lingering  look  on  thee  ! 
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THE  WARRIOR. 


A  BALLAD. 


I. 


AHj  Lady  ! — sigh  not  thus  for  me, 

Since  I  can  ne'er  be  thine ; — 
The  peace  and  rest  that  dwell  with  Thee, 
'Mid  scenes  of  ease  and  revehry, 
Charm  not  a  heai-t  hke  mine. 


II. 


A  wild,  and  wandering  hfe  I  lead, 

A  desp'rate  death  shall  die ; — 
Where  the  young  and  brave  in  battle  bleed, 
Where  the  Warrior  falls  from  the  gasping  steed. 

There  the  form  thou  lov'st  must  he. 
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III. 


Then  say,  can  one  so  rugged.  Sweet ! 

Be  a  fitting  mate  for  Thee .'' 
No  ! — the  green-grass  turf  for  a  winding-sheet. 
And  the  field  of  death  is  a  bed  more  meet. 

Than  the  bridal  couch  for  me  ! 


IV. 


Then,  Lady ! — waste  no  more  thy  love, 

On  a  heart  so  cold  as  mine ; 
For  tears  can  ne'er  my  bosom  move, 
Though  the  eyes  that  weep  make  the  orbs  above, 

Beside  them  dimly  shine  ! 


But  it  is  not  an  eye  of  the  violefs  light, 

That  can  weave  a  net  for  me ; 
Nor  a  cheek  with  beauty's  roses  bright, 
Though  soft  as  the  blush  of  a  summer's  night, 

That  can  steal  my  liberty ! 
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VI. 


No !  powerless  is  Beauty's  warmest  sigh, 

On  the  Warrior's  marble  breast ; — 
Who  wakes  at  morn  'mid  tlie  battle's  cry, 
And  slumbers  at  night  with  the  lullaby 
Of  the  cannon  to  soothe  his  rest ! 

VII. 

And  unfitting  for  a  lady's  ear, 

Are  the  sounds  he  loves  so  well ; — 
The  death-shout,  pealing  loud  and  drear, 
The  clanging  helm,  and  clashing  spear, 
That  ring  a  Soldier's  knell ! 

VIII. 

Then,  Lady! — sigh  not  thus  for  me, 
Since  I  can  ne'er  be  thine  ; — 

The  peace  and  rest  that  dwell  with  Thee, 

'Mid  scenes  of  joy  and  revelry. 
Charm  not  a  soul  like  a  mine  ! 
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STANZAS 


TO     *     *     * 


For  Others  wake  thy  soothing  strain, 

And  try  the  Poet"'s  magic  powT ; 
To  hearts  hke  mine,  such  notes  are  vain, 

As  sun-beams  on  a  bhghted  flower: 
No  idle  passion  fills  my  breast, 

The  phantom  of  Youth's  thoughtless  day  ; 
The  grief  that  robs  my  soul  of  rest. 

No  time — no  art— can  steal  away  ! 
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II. 


It  haunts  me  through  each  varied  scene. 

It  shades  the  present  and  the  past  ;— 
Light  griefs  iinay  fade ; — ^but  fresh  and  green, 

My  sorrow  still  through  life  will  last ! 
It  is  a  deep  and  silent  wound, 

That  knows  no  rest, — that  finds  no  cure ; 
Like  streams  that  wander  under  ground, 

Unseen  it  flows,  and  must  endure ! 


Ill- 
Talk  not  to  hearts  like  mine  of  peace, 

Nor  say  "  that  joy  will  soon  return ;" — 
Can"'st  thou  bid  Memory's  scorpions  cease. 

Or  teach  my  brain  no  more  to  burn  ? 
Thou  can"'st  not ; — memory  still  will  bloom. 

On  soils,  whence  other  plants  have  flown ; 
As  cypress  blossoms  on  a  tomb. 

In  mournful  majesty  alone  ! 
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Far  sooner  may'st  Thou  hope  to  raise, 

The  bud  that's  blasted  by  the  storm ; 
As  with  thy  sweet,  but  useless  lays. 

Attempt  this  lonely  breast  to  warm  : 
Then  waste  no  more  thy  magic  art, 

Minstrel ! — thou  can'st  not  sooth  my  grief  ;- 
And  know  this  proud,  though  broken  heart, 

Nor  pity  asks,  nor  seeks  relief ! 
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STANZAS. 


Time's  glowing  axle  turns ! — another  year 
Brings  me  to  muse  upon  the  checquer'd  past ; 

And  Memory,  busy  Memory,  drops  a  tear, 

Overjoys,  and  blooming  hopes,  that  were  not  form'd 
to  last  ! 


II. 


Is  this  the  world  that  once  appearM  so  bright, 
Cloth'd  and  bedeck'd  in  fairy-like  array  ? — 

Are  these  the  scenes  that  charm'd  my  dazzled  sight, 
While  Hope  with  syren-voice  bade  my  young  heart 

gay 


"  be  eav  ?^ 
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III. 

Is  this  the  magic  land  of  smiles  and  flowers, 
Wliose  sunny  aspect  at  each  step  I  trod, 

Woo'd  me  yet  onward  to  still  brighter  bowers. 

And  bade  my  footsteps  seek, — and  follow  Pleasure's 
road? 


IV. 


CTwas  then  the  cherub  Love,  did  wave  his  wings. 
And  place  his  brightest  garland  on  my  brow ; 

Whilst  Disappointment,  with  its  scorpion  stings. 

Touched  not   the  thoughtless  heart,  that's  chill'd  to 
marble  now.) 


V. 


'Tis  the  same  world  indeed  !  unmov'd,  unchang'd  ; 

With  the  same  features,  and  the  self-same  hue 
That  then  it  wore,— 'tis  /  that  am  estrang'd. 

And  look  with  cheerless  gaze,  on  all  that  meets  my 
view ! 


POEMS.  83 


VI. 


I  saw  the  world  through  an  illusive  light, 

That  ting'd  each  prospect  with  a  magic  shade ; 

Hope  wav'd  her  wand ; — and  ev'ry  scene  was  bright, 
Despair's  dark  brow  appeared,— and  bade  Hope's  sun- 
beams fade ! 


VII. 


I 


Turn  then  thy  axle,  Time,  with  double  force 
Until  my  span  of  years  is  numbered  o'er ; 

Though  others  murmur  at  thy  swift-wing'd  course, — 
I'll  thank  thee,  could  these  eyes  but  sleep  to  wake  no 
more ! 


c  2 
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LOVE'S   REGRET. 


"  Had  we  never  lov'd  so  kindly, 
Had  we  never  lov'd  so  blindly; — 
Never  met, — or  never  parted, 
/  had  ne'er  been  broken  hearted." 

Burns. 


Oh  !  had  we  never,  never  lovM, 

Far  happier  would  our  hves  have  been ; 
For  then  unfetter''d  we  had  rovM, 

Through  thoughtless  youth's  unclouded  scene. 
Oh  !  had  we  never,  never  met. 

Nor  e''er  by  Cupid  been  ensnar^'d ; 
How  many  a  pang  of  vain  regret, 

Our  wounded  bosoms  had  been  sparM  ! 
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II. 


"'TIS  folly  now  to  look  behind 

On  what  I  was, — or  yet  shall  be  ; 
The  only  arrow  Love  could  find, 

To  reach  my  heart  w^as  barVd  by  Thee  ! 
And  till  the  hour  that  arrow  flew. 

No  grief,  no  cloud  my  days  o'ercast ; 
The  present,  smiling,  met  my  view, 

And  joy  reflected  from  the  past ! 


III. 


Then  youth''s  warm  pulse,  beat  high  and  light, 

Each  object  wore  a  sunny  smile ; 
No  tears  of  anguish  dimmed  my  sight, 

But  all  was  hope,  and  joy  awhile  ! 
Such  were  tlie  golden  hours  of  youth, 

Unknown  to  sorrow  or  to  art ; — 
Till  with  the  open  smile  of  truth, 

You  wooVl  and  won  my  guileless  heart ! 
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Ah  !  from  that  hour,  the  scene  has  changM, 

Within  my  breast,  so  calm  before ; 
Joy  and  this  heart,  are  now  estranged, 

Hope's  sunny  prospects  shine  no  more. 
The  mind  that  once  was  pure  and  free 

AHke  from  sorrow  as  from  stain  ; — 
Now  wanders  hke  the  troubled  sea, 

And  ne'er  can  hope  for  rest  again  ! 


And  clouds  have  darkened  o'er  the  brow, 

Where  smiling  gladness  used  to  dwell ; 
The  laughing  eyes  rain  tear-drops  now, 

And  sighs  the  once  gay  bosom  swell ! 
Pale  are  the  lips,  where  mirth  once  bloom'd, 

A  tale  of  anguish  now  they  speak ; — 
And  Griers  slow  canker  has  consmn'd 

The  rose, — and  blanch'd  this  fading  cheek  ! 
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VI. 


Or  left  it,  but  the  hectic  flush, 

That  aching  bosoms  oft  put  on 
To  hide  despair ; — a  fever'd  blush, 

Like  April  suns — just  seen  and  gone  ! 
But  'mid  the  wreck  that  grief  has  made, 

Of  hopes — 'twere  better  to  forget : 
This  bleeding  heart  has  never  stray'd  ; 

Thou  art  its  cherish'd  idol,  yet ! 


VII. 

For  like  the  faithful  flower  that  turns, 

To  meet  its  worshipped  Planet's  ray 
And  blooms  but  in  the  light  that  burns 

W^ithin  the  golden  urn  of  Day  ; — 
So  this  fond  heart,  when  griefs  arise, 

Still  clings  with  warmest  love  to  thee ; 
The  hght  that  glances  from  thine  eyes, 

Is  all  that  shines  on  earth  for  me  ! 


J 

? 
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SEND  ROUND  THE  WINE 


AN   ANACREONTIC    BALLAD. 


Send  round  the  Wine  ! — and  let's  be  gay, 

This  night  we  give  to  Pleasure's  reign  ! 
Far  hence  we  banish  Care's  rude  sway, 

These  joys  may  ne'er  be  ours  again ; 
Spirit  of  Song ! — ^Anacueon  !  rise, 

Diffuse  thine  influence  o'er  the  bowl ; 
Bid  Pleasure  beam  in  Sorrow's  eyes, 

And  Mirth  burn  bright  in  ev'ry  soul  I 
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II. 


Send  round  the  Wine  ! — it  sparkles  bright, 

And  Fancy  kindles,  as  it  flows  ; 
The  glowing  Goblefs  ruby  light 

Round  Life  a  magic  halo  throws : 
It  chases  Care's  desponding  gloom, 

Giv^es  Love's  wild  wing  a  gayer  dye; 
Bids  Beauty's  cheek  more  warmly  bloom, 

And  brightens  Friendship's  smiling  eye  I 


III. 


Send  round  the  Wine  ! — this  World  would  seem 

Without  it,  but  a  World  of  woe  ; 
Yet  tinted  by  its  fairy  beam, 

Each  landscape  wears  a  sunny  glow  : 
And,  like  the  fabled  flower  that  turns, 

For  radiance  to  the  Fount  of  Day  ; 
So  Pleasure's  altar  dimly  burns.. 

Till  lighted  by  tlic  Goblet's  ray ! 
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'Tis  over  ! — throbbing  pulse  be  still ! 

Heart  lose  not  yet  thy  vital  glow  ! 
Back  struggling  tears  ! — forbear, — until 
^       Your  burning  drops  unseen  may  flow  :• 
Come,  faithless  smiles  I    and  let  me  hide, 

Beneath  the  veil  of  gay  disguise, 
The  heart-felt  pang  that  female  pride, 

Would  still  conceal  from  prying  eyes ! 
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None  e'er  will  dream,  who  see  me  wear, 

The  looks  which  mirth  and  joy  bespeak  ; 
That  bitter  woe,  and  wasting  care. 

Lurk  'neath  the  smile  that  hghts  my  cheek. 
None  e'er  will  dream,  when  o'er  my  brow, 

A  tKansient  brightness  pleasure  throws  ; 
That  hidden  grief  will  ne'er  allow 

My  heart  to  feel  the  joy  it  shews ! 


III. 

They'll  deem  it  speaks  a  heart  at  rest, 

From  ev'ry  passion,  ev'ry  care  ; 
Think  so,  ye  Triflers  ! — none  e'er  guess'd, 

The  deadly  wound  that  rankles  there  ! 
Mine  is  tliat  hollow,  desp'rate  mirth. 

Which  Torture  lends  the  haggard  eye ; 
That  has  from  deepest  sorrow  birth, 

Whose  only  nurse  is  agony  ! — 
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IV. 


To  shine  awliile,  and  be  caress'd, 

The  Idol  of  the  ghttering  crowd ; 
To  be  in  splendid  fetters  dress'd. 

And  join  the  laughing  and  the  loud  ; 
To  chase  each  maddening  thought  away 

By  seeking  scenes  of  new  delight ; 
To  dissipate  the  tedious  day, — 

And  revel  through  the  hours  of  night ; 


(Unlike  the  life  that  had  been  mine, 

In  days  of  pure,  unblemish"'d  truth  ; 
If  heaven  had  join'd  my  fate  to  Thine, 

Thou  Idol  of  my  eai-ly  youth  :) 
Such  is  the  mirth,  the  joy  /  feel, 

Ye  envying  throng  ! — such  is  my  bliss ; 
Go, — at  the  shrine  of  Fortune  kneel. 

And  beg  of  Fate,  such  liappiness  ! 
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THE  EVENING  HOUR. 


This  is  the  hour  when  Memory  wakes, 

Visions  of  joys  that  could  not  last ; 
This  is  the  hour  when  Fancy  takes, 
A  survey  of  the  past ! 


11. 


She  brings  before  the  pensive  mind, 

The  hallo w'd  scenes  of  earlier  years ; 
And  friends,  who  long  have  been  consigned, 
To  silence  and  to  tears ! 
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III. 


The  few  we  lik'd  ; — the  one  we  lov'd,- 
A  sacred  band  ! — come  steahng  on  ; 
And  many  a  form  far  hence  remov'd, 
And  many  a  pleasure  gone  ! 


IV 


Friendships,  that  now  in  death  are  hush'd, 

And  young  Affection's  broken  chain ; 
And  hopes  that  Fate  too  quickly  crush'd, 
In  Memory  live  again  ! 


V. 


Few  watch  the  fading  gleams  of  Day, 

But  muse  on  hopes,  as  quickly  flown, 
Tint  after  tint,  they  died  away, 
Till  all  at  last  were  gone ! 
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VL 


This  is  the  hour  when  Fancy  wreaths, 

Her  spells  round  joys  that  could  not  last ; 
This  is  the  hour  when  Memory  breathes, 
A  sigh  to  Pleasures  past ! 


THE    END. 
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